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Chapter One


Sunlight warmed the bare skin of my arms, stomach, and thighs. My nipples pressed against the soft liner of my bikini top.  
"What'cha reading?" My husband's voice called out as he stepped through the French doors and out onto our deck. 
"Not sure this qualifies as reading." I closed the medical text and set it down next to the chaise lounge. The crystal blue water in our pool shimmered like diamonds under the gentle breeze, but nothing could cool the heat in my body.
He came up beside me. "And, oooo, what are you wearing?"
I snickered. "Yeah, haven't seen this in a while, have you?"
"No, but I like it."
"I figured maybe it was time to pull it back out."
He picked up the book. "So, what is this?"
"I was hoping it would be an effective distraction. But it's not working."
Mark took a seat on the edge of the chair and placed a hand on my thigh. His voice lowered to a mischievous tone. "And what are you trying to distract yourself from?"
His inquiry brought all the thoughts back, and the space between my legs tingled. "It's getting so bad," I whispered.
"Mmmm, tell me more." His fingers slipped between my thighs, and his touch sent little ripples of want up to my crotch. I let my legs separate enough for his hand to fit between them.
"Ever since Joel, my thoughts have been out of control," I said. 
He crept up the inside of my thigh until his fingertips grazed the soft cotton covering my pussy. My mouth dropped open, and a hard, hot breath escaped from my lips. Fuck.
"What kind of thoughts?" 
"Such naughty thoughts."
He placed two fingers against the base of my cotton covered lips and brought them up in a light stroke. I spread my legs wider, pulling my foot that was closest to him tight up to my body. The other, I set on the edge of the chair. Moisture slipped from my pussy lips and seeped into the bikini crotch.
"I've been so horny at work."
His fingers pressed into me, and the suit tucked up between my lips in a deep cameltoe, unleashing more of my wetness and soaking the crotch. The sun kissed the outer edges of my labia, and I flexed my hips to grind into him.
Lust caught fire in Mark's eyes. "You're so horny now," he growled. "Are you misbehaving at work?"
My breaths became ragged as I struggled to keep my voice low. "I want to suck every cock I see." 
Mark nodded, his eyes smoldering, as his fingers massaged the sodden crotch of my suit.
"And it's like they can read my mind. Most of them are getting erections now during examination. That used to happen so rarely."
Mark pulled the suit to the side, exposing my engorged lips. His fingers slipped between my wet folds with ease, and a bolt of bliss shot up my spine. 
"Oh, fuck!" I gasped. My cheeks flushed. I didn't want my neighbors to hear.
"Maybe you're giving off promiscuous vibes to your patients," he hissed. His devilish grin and gritty tone made my heart flutter.
"I may have touched a cock or two during examination. Pretending it was part of the exam."
Mark growled, "Mmmm." He shoved his fingers deep into me until the heel of his palm ground against my throbbing clit. 
I fought to hold back a cry, making my chest feel like it might explode. 
"There's more, isn't there?" he grunted.
"I may have held one in my hand. And lingered longer than I should have."
He pulled his fingers halfway out and drove them back in, firing another rocket of pleasure up into my body. I arched my back up off the chair and bit my bottom lip, whimpering against it. 
"Being so naughty at work. So inappropriate."
"Yesss," I whispered. 
He slipped his fingers out and grabbed the sides of the bathing suit to pull them down. 
I grabbed the tops of his hands. "Babe, the neighbors might see!" 
"Like half of downtown San Diablo did?"
"That's different. We live here."
"Isn't that why you resurrected your bikini? Captain Cucumber coming out of her shell?"
I pressed my lips together. He knew me so well. Ever since fucking Joel in the hotel, I had been testing boundaries. Experimenting with risks. Each time I did, my body flooded with a mix of electric thrill and terror. The risk of getting caught gave me a rush that felt intoxicating. Just like stuffing my pussy in the showers of the girl's locker room.
My hands slid back from his wrists, and he pulled the bikini bottoms off, tossing them in the pool. I narrowed my eyes at him. "Making sure I can't cover myself if a neighbor is looking, hmm?" 
He gave my pussy a quick spanking, causing the lips to smart. My chin dropped, and breath rushed from my lungs. 
"Yess," he growled. "Exposing the scandalous truth about my wife!" 
The increased risk sent a chain of electricity bouncing between my temples. I placed my hands on the insides of my knees, pulling myself wider apart for him. 
"Look at you, whore. You want to get caught!"
God, I loved when he called me that. It washed over me with deep comfort and lit a fire in me at the same time. Because, unlike Brent Knowlton, my husband adored me. Adored the whore who fucked herself with a cucumber.
Mark stood, removed his shorts, and tossed them in the pool as well. The head of his hard cock swooned with a purplish tone, and pre-cum seeped from the hole. 
"Someone can't wait to fuck his whore wife," I whispered.
He grunted through a diabolical laugh as he climbed on top of me, feeding his harpoon into my hungry hole. Fucking Joel had unleashed a sleeping succubus in me and ignited Mark and I's sex life. Perhaps I was making up for years of sex avoidance, or maybe I'd finally accepted my inner freak. Either way, I had become insatiable.
"Yes, fuck me," I hissed, still trying to restrain my volume.
"So, whose cock did you handle?" Mark drove his cock balls-deep into me, and his pubic bone ground into my clitoris. The head swelled inside me, putting delicious pressure against that sweet, deep spot, and I pressed my lips together to hold in a moan. He leaned in and peered into my soul with his burning gaze. "Was it Derek?"
My mouth fell open, and the space behind my eyes prickled. I nodded, and he responded by driving harder into me. He ground up against my clit, intensifying the stimulation on my deepest pleasure button. The brakes on my volume failed, and I gasped, "Aaaah!" Oh, shit. Someone definitely heard that.
Mark pulled back, letting the ridge of his swollen bell tease my walls with a tortuous satisfaction. Then he placed his hands on my legs, tilting my hips back to target my g-spot. While he held me spread open and pinned against the chair, he pumped me with a burst of repetitive, shallow thrusts. "You loved feeling his cock in your hand, didn't you?" The stimulation on my g-spot caused my core to tighten and the insides of my thighs to tingle. "Fuckk!" I whined.
Not letting up the interrogation or the thrusts, Mark repeated the question. "You loved groping your patient's cock, didn't you, Wendy?" He meant to expose me - my name, my profession - to anyone who might be eavesdropping. My pussy clenched around the head of his driving cock, increasing the stimulation from its back-and-forth dance over my g-spot. 
"Oh, fuckkk!" I wailed. "Yess, I did." I felt that same mix of exhilaration and horror. An intense rush, like hovering at the peak of a roller coaster.
He plowed back into me and, again, ground hard against both my clitoris and my a-spot. This time, my cry exploded from deep in my chest and echoed against the side of the house. "Aaaahhhh!" My fear melted into adrenaline, and my entire body buzzed. "Yes, fuck me!!"
Mark continued to alternate between several shallow thrusts targeting the roof of my pussy and deep, plunging thrusts that ground our pubic bones together. The sweet torment had me wrapped so tight around his cock. My body quivered with anticipation of my climax, my skin tingled all over, and my heart thrashed against my sternum. When I moaned, it vibrated against my throat, "Yeessss, fucccck meee!" 
Hey, y’all! It’s your slutty neighbor! I felt drunk with the excitement of being caught. Of walking out to my mailbox and feeling judging eyes on me. Fuck you, Brent Knowlton! I ripped the bikini top up and over my head, wanting to be totally naked when I came.
Mark pounded into me, going all the way in each time and causing my tits to bounce all over my frame. My muscles clenched in one last brace before impact. Then I came as hard as I'd ever come. "Fucccckkkk!" I howled. My neck arched back, and my rib cage lifted my floundering tits up into the air. My legs shook against my hands, and my pussy gushed all over Mark's cock. 
The force of my orgasm drug him over the edge with me, and he exploded inside me, flooding my womb with his hot cream. 
"Yesss, Mark! Fill this whore cunt!" My sex drunkenness had loosened my lips to an obscene degree, and I fucking loved it. 
His eyes opened and met mine. As stream after stream of his essence spilled into me, the raging fire in those eyes softened to the tender glow of hot coals in a fireplace. The glow of an enduring love that had burned for me and waited patiently for my liberation. God, I love this man. 
He collapsed onto my chest, and his cock softened inside me. His frame heaved against my bare breasts, and he chuckled. "Damn, that was good."
I wrapped my arms around him. "I'm sorry it took me this long, babe. I swear I'll make it up to you for the rest of our lives."
"I think we need to take Elise and Noah out to dinner."
I giggled. "I think she has another person lined up for me."
Mark lifted himself up, his eyes twinkling. "Oh, really?"
"Yeah, if you're ok with that."
"Are you kidding? Fuck yeah, I'm ok with that. Look at what it's done to us. I feel like I hit the cucumber lottery."
His 'cucumber lottery' comment set loose an explosion of laughter from my chest. Tears streamed from the corners of my eyes. When I caught my breath and my laughing fit calmed down to a giggle, my heart swooned. "Oh, god, I love you, babe."
He sat on the edge of the chair and stroked my leg while his cum ran out of me. "I love you, too, Captain Cucumber. So, when are you seeing Elise's next referral?" His eyebrows danced in a boyish celebration like Groucho Marx.
I shook my head, smiling at him. "Probably soon. I seem to be dickmatized now, and my job just makes it worse."
"Maybe you could, ya know, give a few patients a little extra special medical attention."
"That's the one thing I won't do."
"Even Derek?"
"Especially Derek."
Elise will just have to keep the dicks coming. 




Chapter Two


"Thank you for this." I ran one hand through my hair while the other caressed my thigh. 
"Been a hard day at work?" Elise giggled but kept her eyes on the road, pulling the steering wheel left to turn out of the medical center.
I smacked her shoulder and grinned. "Yes. It was." I shook my head and stared out the window. "They pretty much all were."
"Especially Derek's?"
I pressed my head back into the passenger seat of her Mini Clubman and sighed. "Oh my god, that man's cock is divine. And he keeps making follow-up appointments. I'm going to end up getting fired."
"Well, we can't have that. And I think I have just the solution."
I whipped my head in her direction and cocked an eyebrow to go with my wry grin. "Look at Elise Morehead. Used to be so strait-laced. Now she's my personal hotwife consultant."
She pointed a finger to the side at me and winked. "At your service."
"Sooo naughty. What would your mother think?" I teased.
"She doesn't know. And she'd be horrified."
"So what does her wayward daughter have in store for me?"
"You'll see."
"Oh, c'mon. Not even a hint?"
"Well, let's just say that my neighborhood is full of sluts like us, and one of them is going to introduce us to her 'Joel'."
I rubbed my hands together. "That sounds exciting."
"It is! I've never met him in person, but I've heard good things, and I've seen a few of his movies. He's a dreamboat."
"Wait, he's in movies?!"
She gritted her teeth. "Damn. That was the surprise."
I straightened up, and the seatbelt pulled against my chest. "I'm going to fuck a movie star?!" I clapped my hands, and my butt bounced in the seat, causing the leather to make squishing sounds. 
"Yep!" Her lips popped when she spat out the 'p'. "And he's currently in a sitcom that we're going to see right now."
I grabbed her arm. "Oh, shit! Are you serious?"
She nodded, her smile broadening across her face. 
My heart swooned, and I pressed both hands in between my legs. "Elise Morehead, I love you!" 
She laughed out loud. "Hey, I know how to take care of my sluts."
"Yes, you do." My eyes narrowed as I grinned at her. Who knew we'd have grown up to be two adult women, married, fucking other men? And that I'd be fucking a movie star? "Just thinking about this movie star has my pulse quickening."
"Wait until you see him."
I nibbled on my bottom lip, feeling my quickening pulse... in my pussy.
[image: image-placeholder]We slipped through heavy, crimson curtains under the cover of the theater's darkness and found three open seats in the back row. I sat in the aisle seat, and Elise sat next to me.
"Hailee said she'd be here soon," Elise whispered.
As my eyes adjusted, I saw a packed audience of mostly women. Perhaps a few men who got dragged along. The romantic comedy featured a newlywed couple living in a New York apartment, struggling to make it, living on love. 
A tall, muscular guy stepped onto the stage wearing nothing but a thick, navy towel around his waist. He messed with his dirty-blonde hair, causing his pectorals to flex and water to trail down his face. Oh my god, I hope that's him.
Elise elbowed me. "That's Gage."
My fingers slipped up to my neckline and fumbled with the buttons of my thin, white blouse. The throbbing of my quickening pulse intensified so much I could count my heart beats. Is he naked under there?
The theater buzzed with the lusty energy of several hundred women. Each of them, no doubt, wanted to storm the stage and rip the towel from his carved body. He hovered over his co-star, a beautiful young actress, as she lay on a couch. By some cruel magic, or perhaps safety-pins, the towel remained through all his movements. He laid on top of her, looking deep into her eyes, and they kissed. 
My chest tightened, and little sparks shot up through my throat into my brain. I swallowed hard as he encircled his co-star in his arms, his defined triceps rippling. Her hand slipped down to his waist and rested on his towel-covered ass. Their kiss deepened, and her fingertips pressed into the tight bubble of his butt. 
God, I bet he can drive a woman wild when he uses those glutes.
Elise's friend, Hailee, slipped past me and sat on the other side of her. "Sorry I'm late," she whispered. "Looks like I got here for the best part."
All three of us breathed loud enough to be heard. My pussy throbbed, and my fingers shivered with a need to touch myself. It's pretty dark in here. Maybe...
Hailee held a hand up to Elise's ear and leaned in, but I heard her. "It's a shame they have to keep the towel on him. Wait to you see what he's got underneath."
I zeroed in on his hips pressed down into his co-star's. My fingers slipped down between my thighs and caressed the bare skin just above my knees. My skirt hugged my hips, so it would be challenging to reach my crotch without getting noticed. Not that Elise would care after what she'd already seen me do, but the strangers across the aisle certainly would. 
Keeping my eyes on the stage and my shoulders still, I slipped my fingers under the skirt's hem and worked from left to right, inching it up my thighs as far as I could. About halfway, the fabric pulled to its fullest stretch, keeping me from advancing further up. Unless I lifted my hips...
I glanced across the aisle from the corner of my eye, but without turning my head, I couldn't see who might notice me. My pussy throbbed, as if calling out for my fingers. Or Gage's cock. I spread my thighs, pressing them against the restraint of the skirt. My hand advanced up under the hem, caressing the inside of my thigh just inches from my pussy. Moisture leaked out of me, and my fingers dug at the soft flesh of my inner thigh. Fuck, now I'm just teasing myself!
Gage jumped up from the couch, and the audience burst into laughter. I'd missed the joke, and for that matter, most of the dialogue. His naked body in the tantalizing towel overtook my thoughts, distracting me from the show. The rest of it felt like slow torture as my fingers plied at my flesh, unable to reach their desired destination. When we joined the standing ovation at the end, my wetness trailed down the inside of my thighs. 
A greeting line followed the show, and it seemed every woman present wanted a chance to press the flesh of Gage's rugged hand or steal a hug. I bet he gets so much pussy. For a moment, I questioned what I was even doing there. Brent's voice echoed in my head. "Do you really think anyone would want to put their dick in your slutty pussy? Get real!" My shoulders slumped, and my mouth turned dry. He could have anyone. Why would he want me?
Elise grabbed my hand and drug me out into the aisle. "C'mon, girl. Let's go meet him!" 
Hailee gave me a soft nudge from behind. "He's looking forward to meeting you, Wendy." 
My heart fluttered, but my free arm pressed into my body. Why? Part of me wanted to tear free from Elise's grasp and flee the theater. The ghosts of my past unleashed their familiar torment on me again. But something else fortified me against it. Let's go, Captain Cucumber. You've got this. I grit my teeth and took a deep breath through my nose.
When we got closer to the stage and the back of the line, Gage perked up. He apologized to the other women waiting and made his way past them to Hailee. "Hey!" he said. She slipped into his embrace, and those masterpieces for arms encircled her. She looked so tiny next to him. How did he not break her in half?
He reached his hand out to my friend. "You must be Elise?" 
I hung back, watching the three of them while I battled another wave of insecurity and contemplated a quick break for the nearest exit. Then he made eye contact with me. Every muscle in my body tensed. 
"Who's this hottie?" he asked. 
Heat rushed from my chest up into my neck, and my legs turned to jelly. My inner schoolgirl wanted to come out and fall into him. Elise motioned to me, "Come on, girl. He won't bite you."
"Well, not hard," he said, winking at me. 
I stepped forward with one arm wrapped tight across my body and massaging the other. "Hey," I muttered. My eyes darted up to his and down. 
He moved to me and took my chin, lifting it so that our eyes met again. "How could someone this beautiful be so shy?" 
His cologne wafted into my nostrils, lighting up pleasure centers in my brain, and the crystalline depth of his eyes swept me into an intoxication that saturated my body. I dropped my eyes to his luscious lips, and my mouth watered. 
"What's your name?" he asked.
I parted my lips to answer, but my ability to make words vanished. He smiled, still holding my chin. 
"Her name is Wendy," Elise interjected. "And she's not normally this quiet."
My cheeks flooded with heat. Thanks, Elise. 
He slipped his hand from my chin to the back of my neck and pulled me into his body. A shiver of want ran down my spine, causing my pussy to throb. A fresh discharge of my wetness seeped out. God, I want to be naked with you.
His deep voice lowered. "Maybe you girls would like a tour of the studio." 
Hailee chimed in, "That's a great idea!"
Gage held his attention on me. "Come on, Wendy. Let me show you around."




Chapter Three


I stood in the middle of Gage’s dressing room, looking around while he closed the door. The tall mirror over his vanity gave me a view of his broad shoulders and that juicy ass.  "It's too bad Elise and Hailee had to be somewhere," I said. Liar. My right toe pointed in towards my left one, and I hugged my body again. 
He turned and looked down the back of my body. "Is it?"
"Well, I mean... You don't think so?"
He moved in behind me and cupped my elbows with his hands, his eyes meeting mine in the mirror's reflection. "Actually, I was hoping we'd have some time alone."
I bit my bottom lip. Please, rip my clothes off and take me right here. "Oh, ok."
His hands slid up my arms to my shoulders, and he lowered his head into my hair, inhaling me. "I hear you're a doctor."
A parade of sparks danced up and down my spine, causing my bones to vibrate. I nodded. 
"And that you handle cocks all day."
I giggled, and my ears burned. 
"Should I be nervous?" he asked. 
"Looks like you're surrounded by eager pussies. Should I be?" Oh my god, Wendy! My stomach dropped in terror at my audacious question. 
"Only if you don't like what a cock can do for yours. But I suspect you do. I heard you have a history with cucumbers?" 
Dang, Elise, you told him?!
"I have some history with cucumbers myself. I like to think that's what got Hailee and I out of the friend zone."
He slipped one hand over my clavicle and dropped his other hand to my stomach, pulling me back against his body. His thick, hard rod pressed through his pants into my ass, and I gasped. 
He whispered in my ear, "You ok?"
"Yes. Sorry. I just wasn't expecting..."
"Me to be aroused? You really don't know how hot you are, do you?"
My chest warmed, and my throat thickened. Am I dreaming? My pussy clenched with an ache for him to put it inside me.
His hand slipped beneath the collar of my blouse and across my chest, delving under the cushion of my bra. When his fingertips pressed into the soft tissue of my breast, I gasped again. Something about being star-stuck left me feeling oddly vulnerable, almost virginal. He was so out of my league. How was I in his dressing room?
He planted a kiss on my neck, just under my ear, sending a hot bolt of bliss right down my body, into my crotch. I moaned. "Mmmm."
His hot breath tickled my skin. "Respected doctor by day. Dutiful wife at night." 
My heart skipped a beat. I guess he saw my ring? Or maybe Hailee told him? Hailee was married, of course. I wonder how many married women he's fucked.
"And here you are, trying to hide how much you want to fuck someone else."
His words hit me like a spotlight, exposing my soul. Whatever I thought I had to lose... Whatever secret I was trying to keep... It evaporated, and as it did, my chest lightened. I felt electricity flow through my body, liberating me from concern. "You mean how much I want to fuck you?" 
He growled into my neck and licked at my skin. His fingers reached my hard nipple, and he took it between his finger and thumb. A torrent of hot sensation spread through my breast. 
"Aaaah!" I moaned. 
I lifted a hand to run it through his silky hair and pull him into my neck. 
He opened his mouth wider on me, grazing my skin with his teeth and nibbling. It turned up the amplitude of pleasure waves coursing through my spine, and I groaned. "Mmmm, yesss."
His hard rod throbbed against my ass cheeks, and I pushed them back into him. 
"I love your curves," he hissed. "Such nice tits and a nice ass."
"You wanna take these married tits and ass?"
He dug his teeth into my neck and thrust his hand deeper into the cup of my bra, grabbing my tit with his big hand. Then he forced me back into his body, grinding his cock against my tailbone. 
"Fuck!" I cried.
The sting on my neck diffused into the skin, turning into pleasure. That's going to leave a mark.
I thought of Mark. How could any man be content for his wife to be out slutting around? Why did he find it arousing? And how did I get so lucky?
"Take me, Gage. Use this married pussy," I hissed. 
He pulled his hand out of my bra and slid it up the back of my neck, taking hold of my hair. With his other hand, he gripped my arm, pulling it back. Then he directed me to the vanity, turned me around, and lifted me up onto it. The back of my head pressed against the mirror, and I wondered what other women he'd fucked here. With both his hands, he took the collar of my blouse and tore it wide open, popping all the buttons off. 
The veins in my neck pulsed from the thrill of his animal energy. So forceful and lusty. 
Taking his hands to my back to brace me, he plunged his face into my cleavage and lapped at both mounds of flesh. 
"Oh, god!" I cried. Little imps danced up from my chest through my neck and whispered their wicked spells into my mind. My pussy swooned, and my legs ached to spread. I fumbled for the zipper on the side of my skirt, desperate to get out of it. 
Gage took the queue and reached up my back to unfasten my bra. Within seconds, the bra fell away, and I tossed it to the floor while he yanked the skirt out from underneath my hips and down my thighs. 
I panted. "Yes, Gage, take me!" My heart thrashed against my sternum. 
Free of everything but my heels, I lifted my legs and spread them. Gage looked down my body at my engorged pussy lips. "Fuck, you're gorgeous, Wendy!"
He unfastened his pants and shoved them down, freeing his enormous cock. It curved up slightly. Like a cucumber. 
I narrowed my eyes at him and nodded. "Fuck me."
Gage stepped up to me and took my legs in each hand. He lifted them, holding the backs of my calves and pressing them until he had me pinned wide open. The toes of my heels touched the mirror on either side of me, and the hot tip of his cock grazed my pussy lips. 
"Please, Gage. Fuck me."
"Mmmm, listen to you, Wendy," he growled. "Eager to be a cheating slut?"
I nodded and hissed through my ragged breaths. "So eager."
His cock slipped inside me, spreading my walls. With the curve of his cock and the angle of my hips, the head pressed up against all my spots as it burrowed into me. He drove it all the way in until he tapped my cervix and his balls pressed against my ass cheeks. 
I howled from the surge of intense pleasure. "Holy shit!" 
He let out a diabolical laugh, then eased the head of his cock almost all the way out, letting that decadent cucumber curve mark every inch of my upper wall and hit every hot button again.
My eyes bulged like they might pop from the swell of bliss in my brain. I whimpered. "Oh, god, I love your cock!"
Gage took his time, feeding that cucumber into my pussy, all the way to the back, then sliding it back out until just the head remained inside me. With each slow plumb of my pussy, my walls tightened around him, and my thighs tensed. It increased the intensity of the muscle stretch from being pinned open against the mirror. My mouth hung agape, and my eyes fogged with a dick-drunk glaze. 
Every time he dug his cock back into me, heat flooded my spine as though some spool wound tighter at the base and stretched an invisible chord attached to my brain. Pleasure pulses pumped up that chord and flooded my skull, making me lightheaded. My words slurred, and my lips grew numb. "Ffffuckk."
Then my chest tightened, and my core burned with an almost unbearable sensation of pleasure. I panted. "I think I'm about to come." But it felt different from other orgasms I had. He wasn't pounding my pussy into oblivion. No, this was a slow, delicious torture, bringing my body near the boiling point. 
"Come for me, little married slut," he growled.
And that tipped me over the edge. My pussy unleashed an eruption of shockwaves that rocketed up my sternum into my skull. "Oh, fuccck!!" I howled. I wondered who might still be in the studio. Staff. Other cast members. If anyone remained, they heard me, for sure. I convulsed around him, and my legs shivered. He kept the slow, deep thrusts, milking my orgasm for every ounce of pleasure, and rolling over each bliss button in my upper wall with that pristine plum.
My juices gushed all over him, causing his penetration to make a soft slurping sound. My body turned to liquid, and my legs went limp. My spine melted into the mirror, and I felt boneless. I shook my head in disbelief. "Wow, Gage, that was..."
But he wasn't done. He pressed his grip on my ankles, holding my limp legs in place against the mirror. His cock slid into me again, and he resumed that same slow torment. A fresh wave of tension formed in my chest, and my pussy throbbed from the continued stimulation. My eyes rolled back in my head. Holy fuck. This is what it means to be dickmatized. 
He had me on a multi-orgasmic edge. A prisoner on his dressing room vanity and under the power of his incredible cucumber. I surrendered to my delicious incarceration, and my body ruptured into a thousand balls of light. My orgasms ran together in one long buzz of euphoria, and I lost track of how many times I came.
And the weird thing. I wasn't even sore. He'd fucked me slow and deep and lifted me into an orgasmic paradise. 
But that was about to change.




Chapter Four


Gage grabbed my arm and lowered his body, lifting me like a sack of potatoes onto his shoulder. "I'm not done with you yet, little slut." 
I floated in a state of total relaxation and sex intoxication. He could do whatever he wanted to me. No one had ever fucked me like that. I was his pussy now. 
He carried me out of his dressing room into the hallway. The cool air from the studio blew on my bare ass and tickled my drenched pussy lips. My thoughts and words felt jumbled. "Won't someone see us?"
"Probably." He chuckled. 
I imagined he'd reached some untouchable level in his career that enabled him to get away with crazy shit. Or maybe his being so pretty made people look the other way. Does he do this often? Does he have everyone dickmatized? 
My face tingled as I smiled against his back.
What's my name?
I opened one eye and saw the surrounding set. He lowered me onto the couch. The same couch he'd been on with his co-star during the show.
"Mmm, did I get the part?" I giggled. God, I feel drunk.
"Not yet." 
I lifted my hands over my head, resting my wrists on the arm of the sofa, and spread my legs, setting one calf on the sofa back. "I'm all yours. And I'll do anything to get that part." Winking at him, I giggled again. "So, do you bring all the girls here?"
He picked up my leg that was resting on the floor and pinned my leg back in similar fashion to his dressing room, spreading me wide open to him. "Nope. I've been wanting to do this with someone. You're the first." 
With that, he plunged his cock into me, going balls-deep and tapping my cervix with the head. The sudden stretch and collision of our pubic bones awakened me from my fog and sent a buzzing wave of heat through my core into my chest. My mouth fell open, and my eyes widened. "Oh, fuck!"
Gage plumbed my pussy, this time at a much faster pace and with a more forceful intensity. My pussy made loud smacking sounds that echoed off the walls of the set. Holy shit. His words "You're the first" lingered on the surface of my thoughts, like a damsel clinging to her rowboat on the rocky sea of his thrusts. My body became a conduit of pleasure pulses, each one rocketing up from my pussy into my skull, exploding like fireworks behind the space of my eyeballs. "Mmm, yess, take that pussy!"
He hit all my spots again with his perfect dick, but this time, in rapid succession, racing me towards another edge. I pictured his co-star acting with him, unaware of what he'd done to me on that sofa. The staff that might linger in the hallways, hearing my moans and his body slapping into me. The rumors that might start and spread through the studio. All my thoughts tickled my mind with guilty pleasure and excitement, like high notes harmonizing with the escalating bliss in my body. 
Gage's cock swelled inside me, increasing the pressure and stimulation on my inner wall with each lunge into me. My pussy responded by clenching down on him, and my core tightened like a coil. "Fuckkk!" 
My head dropped to the side, looking out into the black of the amphitheater. Three figures sat in silence beyond the boundary of the stage lights. Oh my. We have an audience. I immediately wondered who it could be. Strangers? Or someone Gage knew? They must think I'm such a slut. 
Gage continued to hammer my hole, his eyes burning at me, and his forehead glistening with his sweat. The onslaught of stimulation created a new, thick buzzing sensation in every cell of my body. His powerful sexual persona carved invisible initials into my pussy walls, into my soul. Perhaps near the spot Joel had marked. My pussy had become like a tree that horny boys came and carved into with their cocks, and I loved it. I felt like such a whore. So filthy and so free. 
An intense pressure built in my sternum as my next orgasm approached. "Oh fuck, I'm going to come!" My voice tore through the air. I wanted it to. In my elated state of mind, I hoped everyone in the building heard me. 
Then it happened. I came again. This time, with such a force that my muscles spasmed in a violent, head-to-toe quake. I squeezed my eyes closed and cried out. "Fuccckkk!" The force from my vocal cords made my eyelids vibrate. Each wave of my orgasm rolled the entire length of my body, wracking it with an intense pleasure that lifted me, almost as though I came out of my physical body and entered a higher plane. A place of pure bliss. 
Gage groaned, and his hot seed sprayed into my womb. His thumb and fingers dug into my ankle, somehow reinforcing the thought that, in that moment, my pussy belonged to him. But I wanted him to claim more than my pussy. I wanted him to mark all of me. Through my euphoric fog, from that place beyond space and time, I whispered. "Cum all over me, Gage."
He pulled out, and a rope of his seed landed in a line from my stomach up to the cleft between my tits. While my body continued to convulse from my orgasm, rope after rope of his essence rained on my body. Another landed across my sensitive nipple. Still another hit my chin. The warmth of his jizz sunk into my skin, into my cells. Ahhh, yess. I hoped some might hit the couch and stain it, leaving our mark on the set for other actors to wonder about. 
I let one eye pop open. Gage towered over me, his bare chest heaving and shimmering in the stage lighting. I didn't remember him removing his shirt, but oh, that man looked divine. He released my ankle, letting my leg drop to the floor. When my heel landed, a gush of our mixture ran out of my pussy, down my ass cheeks, and onto the couch. Yess, I got my wish. I lay in a pool of delicious fuck energy, stoned out of my mind from sexstasy.
The sound of hands clapping came from the three dark figures in the audience. Some female voices cheering. Familiar voices. I opened both my eyes, watching as they rose and made their way to the aisle. Gage stepped back, but I lingered on the couch, spread out and draining onto it. Savoring the buzz of my many orgasms, of lying naked on the set of a major studio, of having come in front of unidentified witnesses, and of having no shame about any of it. 
One by one, the strangers got closer and entered the light. Elise. Hailee.
And Mark.
I lifted a hand to my mouth, and my face flushed. Oh shit.




Chapter Five


The whole crazy idea of me fucking others had been Mark's, and he'd loved hearing all the tawdry details of my adulterous actions with Joel.  
But this was different. 
Now he'd seen me. Seeing something was so much different than just hearing about it. So much more intense. The last thirty minutes of me surrendering to Gage on stage fast-rewound and replayed in my mind over and over. Oh, god, I gave in to him so completely. Mark would know. He would have seen it on my face. How much I enjoyed Gage's cucumber. 
My neck tightened. It reeled my head towards my shoulders like a turtle retreating into its shell. I begged my body to lower the volume on the intense bliss vibrating in all my cells. It's too much. 
Gage walked over to the edge of the stage to meet Elise, Hailee, and Mark. The muscles in his beautiful back and ass flexed and cast tiny shadows down his body under the lights. I chided myself for still lusting after him. Exposed in front of my husband, in my cum-covered state, still admiring Gage. You're such a cheating whore, Wendy.
I sat up and pressed my knees together, feeling so small inside. Gage's cum felt thick on my skin and in my dirty pussy. 
Mark's voice cut through the heaviness of my guilt. "Give me a hand up?" Gage extended his hand and lifted Mark onto the stage. 
I winced and dropped my eyes to the floor. 
Mark walked towards me, unfastening his pants. 
What's he doing?
Mark leaned forward, reached behind me, and grabbed hold of the hair on the back of my head. Then he pulled, lifting my chin so that our eyes met. His gaze burned into me with an eternal flame - like something beyond physical light. It washed into my soul like a waterfall of deepest affection that cascaded into every corner of my being, touching the darkest crevices. "You're mine," he growled. 
And suddenly, I felt rescued. Totally seen. Loved completely.
He pushed my shoulder and lifted my leg onto the back of the couch, returning me to the same position I'd fucked Gage in. His pants fell to his ankles, revealing his hard cock. 
Oh my god, I love you.
He knelt on the couch between my legs and took my ankle, much like Gage had. Then Mark plunged his cock into my filthy hole. It didn't matter whether his cock had the perfect cucumber shape. Mark had more than that. 
So much more. 
He had the throne of my heart, and in that moment, he exerted his reign. Plunging his cock into my filthy cunt, claiming it for his own once again. His hand pressed my leg back, much like Gage had, spreading me open wider. 
Mark's eyes glistened, a tear forming in the corner. "I love you," he growled. 
My eyes stung, producing matching tears. He knew what he was doing. He knew the deep pain of my past and how healing this moment would be for me. "Oh, Mark…” I lifted my hands to cup his face. My chest erupted and turned me into a blubbering mess, and my tears spilled from the corners of my eyes, burning my cheeks. “I love you, too!"
My pussy clenched around him, and warmth flooded my body. I gushed all over his cock, and I sobbed, "I'm coming!" My fingers slid up behind his neck into the back of his hair. I love this man so much.
His orgasm followed like a domino, and he unloaded his essence into me, granting my wish yet again. We stained this couch with the perfect mix of my juices, Gage's, and Mark's. 
We both quivered in a sweet, soothing rapture as he lowered into me, pulling me tight into his embrace. "I love you, babe," he whispered.
I kissed him and then looked through the watery cloud of my tears into his eyes. "Thank you for saving me."
He wiped a tear from my face and smiled. "Hey, even Captain Cucumber needs a partner."
I nodded. "The best partner."




Epilogue


I plopped down on the couch next to Mark, placing a bowl of popcorn on the coffee table in front of us.  
His voice almost sang. "You’re just in time for the show to start."
He pointed the remote at the TV and turned up the volume. Gage walked onto the stage wearing nothing but a towel, then pounced on his co-star who laid on the couch. 
Our couch.
"Do you think she knows?" Mark asked.
"Hmm, not sure."
He wrapped his arm around me, pulling me into his chest and kissing me on the top of my head. "When they finish with the show, I think we should try to buy that couch."
I snickered. "Babe, I don't know."
"I do. That couch is the first of many trophies."
A warmth flooded my chest, and I nuzzled myself deeper into him.
"Elise told me she has another neighbor you should meet."
I smirked, "Oh, really?" 
"Yep!"
"You know, I'm not sure who's enjoying this more. Me or you."
"It's definitely me."
We both laughed. 
"So, who am I supposed to meet next?"
"She said her name is 'Brooke'."
I sat up and grabbed the popcorn, taking a piece out and holding it up to my lips. "I suppose Brooke has some delicious stud to introduce me to?"
Mark stuck his hand in the popcorn and took a handful. "Several studs. A yardman and his crew."
My eyes widened. Several studs.
"You think Captain Cucumber is up to taking on a crew of sweaty yardmen?" His eyebrows did the Groucho Marx dance again, causing me to giggle.
I licked the morsel of popcorn and winked at him.
Oh, yeah. Captain Cucumber is up to the challenge.
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A Note from The Author


When I was younger, I struggled with a great deal of shame about how sexual I was. I spent a long time trying to be less sexual. Running from my true self caused me to suffer from severe depression. 
No more.
I have a vivid imagination, and my sexuality has always played a big part on that stage. Writing gave me an outlet to explore and share that part of my inner world with others.
I am deeply grateful for you, dear reader. Thank you for visiting the erotic places in my mind. If you enjoyed your visit, I hope you will come back often.
You can find out more about me and my writing on my website.
https://www.mlpattersonbooks.com/
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